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i April Fool's Day, as you probably have already 
found out, and since Spring is in the air there's a | 
special gardening story for all you budding 
Ghostbusters out there. No time to beat about the 
bush as The Real Ghostbusters quickly get 
our in an ecological epic entitled The Green SDENGLER 

Speaking of green fingers, Slimer seems to be the 
culprit when The Real Ghostbusters confront a 
ghoulish gremlin who is making April Fools of them 
in another hilarious story from Winston's Diary! 

All hell is breaking out in New York whilst the 
guys are busy out of town, then the Hallowe'en 
Demon escapes from the Ecto-Containment Unit in 
the second horrific instalment of Samhain Chanted 
Evening! All this and more in the wonderfully 
spooky one hundred and forty-seventh edition of 


THE REAL GHOSTBUSTERS! 
WINSTON 
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| WHAT THIS 

| SPOOK 1S MAVE 
OF. GET THE 

| TRAP READY. 


ISN'T (TA BIT | very FUNNY, PETER.| | WOAHH!/ LOOKS 
EARLY FOR HELP ME PICK UP LIKE SPRINGS 
AUTUMN, SOME OF THESE COME EARLY/ 
RAY? ‘LU LEAVES FOR ; 
INVESTIGATION. 


HEY, L THOUGHT NEVER UNVER- IT'S 
WE'? BUSTED ESTIMATE THE REGENERATING/ 
THIS SPOOK!/ POWER OF NATURE,| fF 7 
WHAT'S GOING RAY. THIS SPIEIT 

ON 7 SEEMS DETER- 


MINED TO FIGHT : a_i WATEREP IT WITH 


YOUR CANNON, WIN- 
STON. [ BET IT 
FEEDS ON /ONS/ 


PETER'S RIGHT. WE'LL) _ | PANO NOW THE FLOWERS 
HAVE 10 FIND SOME ARE TURNING TO FRUIT! 
OTHER WAY 10 Af 3 IS. WHATS GOING ON, EGON? 


LOOK! THE 
BUDS ARE TURNING 
- TO FLOWERS! 


I DON'T KNOW, z MMM - ECTO-FRUIT 
WINSTON. WE'RE eX MOST UNSCIENTIFICS 
DEALING WITH j 
SOME SORT OF 
SUPERNATURAL 
BEING. I DON'T 
KNOW WHAT 
ITS NEXT 
MOVE WILL 
BE. . 


I DION'T THINK QUICK! FOLLOW ve 
THE SHOW WAS 
THAT BAD / 


IT LOOKS LIKE SOME-] | BUT WHOZ IT'S ME, OF COURSE.) 

ONE I$ GROWING ANO WHAT GREEN BY NAME, 

SUPERNATURAL FOR? GREEN BY 

PLANTS ON NATURE! 
PURPOSE! 1 ee 


w25 | WITH 
“ MANKING 1S DESTROYING NATURE, aera uae 


POLLLITING AND POISONING THE EARTH | Be NOTING 

L CALLED FORTH THESE ANGRY Pa eine Mee 

SPIRITS ANP NOW IM HELPING THE WAT RATHAL 
PLANTS FIGHT BACKS” 


VW od 


—* j IT'S ALONG 

| co ‘ SHOT BUT IT 

G OUS MIGHT JUST 
FFECT. : 


NO TIME 
FOR JOKES, PETER! 
KAY, WHAT ABOUT 
THAT PLAN? 


FIND. WE HAVEN'T GOT GOT JUST 

LONG BEFORE THEY THE RIGHT 
BUST OUT. AMOUNT OF 
CHEMICALS. 


QUICKLY. GO AND GET ALL|E RL AN? $0, MINUTES I TUAT SHOUL? 
THE FERTILISER YOUCAN |Z “fy > LATER... VO IT. WE'VE 
Vy wv! 


| THAT WILL CAUSE — UH OH/ RAY'S LOOK/ MR GEEEN 
i\A GIANT EX- COOKING UP ONE| | HAS TW/IGGEO!/ 
PLOSION/ JUST OF HIS FAMOUS HE'S TRYING TO 
AV? HEAT AND MEALS / THIS TURN POWN 
BRING TO THE TIME IT'S VEGE- ' | THE HEAT! 
TABLE HOTPOT! 


HOPE HE'S 
TOO LATE! 


-IT WORKED. WE'VE THIS IS ONE THAT'S RIGHT, EGON. IT'S THE 
SAVEP THE PLANET | ENVIRONMENTAL EN? OF FLOWER POWER AS 
CATASTROPHE WE KNOW IT/ YEPS 
I'M PLEASED 


Many people think of us 
scientists of the paranormal 
as a stuffy, fun-hating 
bunch, but that’s not true, 
April Fool's Day is a particu- 
larly jolly time for us in the 
Ecto-scientific community, 
and we tend to celebrate it 
with vigour and imagina- 
tion. The reason for this 
particular enthusiasm is that 
April the 1st is also ‘Tobin's 
Day’, the anniversary of the 
first contact between the 
grand old man of paranor- 
mal research and a ghost. 
Being April the 1st, Tobin 
thought the event was a joke 
engineered by his young and 
flippant assistant Julian, and 
was busy checking his socks 
for custard when the ghost 
slimed him, proving its 
genuine nature. Such was 


the importance of this event, 


paranormally speaking, that 
we celebrate it every year 
with a day spent playing 
clever practical jokes on each 
other. Here are some of the 
best: 

On Tobin's Day, 1966, the 
entire ectopathic depart- 
ment of Weaver Hall Univer- 
sity played a trick on the 


paranormal faculty of Mis-— 


katonic University involving 
a Class seven Viscous Man- 
ifester with particularly bad 
run-off problems, a skip load 
of bourbon biscuits and a 
large neon sign that said 
‘behind you’. Golly, those 
pranksters — it took a week 
to get the scorch marks out 
of the foyer lino. 

In 1884, Wilson Fudnall 
caught out his eminent col- 


PILAIRIT 


league Jacob Trimple on 
Tobin's Day, by locking a pre- 
blerty gremlin in his airing 
cupboard. This concealment 
was not discovered by Trim- 
ple until late in the day when 


he looked in for a clean shirt. | 


By then, the gremlin was 
positively busting to go 
blerty, and it went off explo- 
sively in Trimple’s face. Trim- 
ple never had a crisply ironed 
shirt again, though he got 
his own back and Fudnall 
had to switch to custard- 
proof slippers for six months 
or so. : 

Scotty Hackett and Benny 
Bulimbo of the Santa Fe 


- Paranormal Institute pulled 


off an absolutely cracking 
scam at the expense of their 
senior researcher Dennis 
Wulkhamper in 1986. By 
relabelling several Erudlian 
occult tests, they made Wul- 
khamper read out a dimen- 


sional banishment spell 
rather than the recipe for 
shamenic porridge he was 
looking for. Wulkhamper 
travelled through nineteen 
separate dimensions at the 
speed of sound, ricochetted 
off the festering Mounds of 
Bimble, skipped like a stone 
across the turgid and mias- 
mal waters of the Lake of 
Squench, fell headfirst into a 
pit of lesser demonic sucking 
gibberers, scrambled out, 
was fired like a torpedo into 
the Gloopy Marshes of 
Quentumlump and _ finally 
materialised back in Santa Fe 
with a surprised look on his 
face, fish in his hair and 
mauve ectoplasm on his stay- 
pressed trousers. Scotty and 
Benny were later admitted 
to Santa Fe General Hospital 
suffering from strains and 
cramps brought on by exces- 
sive laughing. 

In 1776, John Pobble of the 
Universitariat of Arkham, 
Mass., put custard into the 
socks of Grisholm Webber. 
Webber, in return, planted 
mustard and cress seeds on 


- Pobble’s study carpet and 


painted his glasses orange. 
Pobble nailed a toilet to the 
back of Webber's carriage 
and filled his tuba with 
marmalade. Webber ironed 
Pobble’s budgie and drop- 
ped a forty pound mangle 
through the roof of his 
greenhouse from a hot air 
balloon. After that they cal- 
led it a day, and the whole 
event is generally regarded 
as a classic of Tobin’s Day 
tomfoolery. 
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‘SWEEPING ALL BEFORE HIM 
IN HIS POWERFULL STINKJET- | >? 
SQUIRTING HIS EVIL SMELLING | 
STENCH, DECOMPOSING MANTA | 
MEN ~ HE IS THE ALL 

CONQUERING 


MecELP! THE 
FOUL STENCH f4N~ 
HAS GOT MEIZ_.| 


-.- AND MYMANTA MEN 
00 BY STENCH SPITTING 


Deadly Stinkhorn comes with 
A aint his own Stinkjet complete with 
Foul smelling squidgy _ firing missiles and Stench Stinkhorn’s Evil ~ * 
stench enclosed in _ Plungers to squirt stench. Stenchoids. Stench _ 
egg, with decom- spitting mutants set to 
posing Manta men. terrify Manta men. 


Story DAN ABNETT Art STEPHEN BASKERVILLE, LESLEY DALTON and JOHN BURNS 
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Monday, April 1st 1991 

Woke up with head in a tea cosy. Knew 
that a) today was April Fool’s Day and 
b) things had got off to a flying start. Got 
out of bed and got off to a flying start. This 
was mainly due to the skateboard waiting 
for my feet to lower themselves over the 
side of the bunk. Flying start ended in a 
flying stop, which is a Zeddmore family 
expression for impacting head first and 
spread-eagled into the side of the 
wardrobe. 

Ray passed me on the way to the 
bathroom. He was travelling at about 
twenty-five miles an hour through the air — 
thanks to the trip wire that had been tied 
across the bedroom. There was a sad, 
perplexed expression on his face as he 
sailed past. He came out with a rather more 
colourful and unrepeatable expression 
when he landed head down in the laundry 
basket. 

‘April fool,’ | said, humourlessly. 

‘Did you do that?’ Ray asked, pulling 
himself out of the pile of grubby overalls 
and pointing to the wire. | shook my head. 

In the bathroom, | found that someone 
had squeezed a marble into the neck of my 
toothpaste tube. | didn’t find this out 
immediately. Before | found it out, | spent 
several seconds applying increasing 
pressure to the tube in order to extrude 
some paste. Then | found out. The marble 
shot out of the tube like a champagne cork 
and ricochetted furiously around the 
bathroom like a wasp on an assertiveness 
training course. It was followed by a fierce 
jet of liberated toothpaste which covered 
my feet. |stood there as the marble finally 
came to rest (after a final bounce off the 
back of my head), looking like I'd either 
gone for a long walk in the snow, or I'd 
decided to shave my slippers. 

| went downstairs. Carefully. 

Peter was in the kitchen, mopping up the 
water on the floor. He was doing this 
dressed only in his underwear. His uniform, 
dripping wet, was draped over a nearby 
radiator. 


Janine stood in the doorway, and 
stopped me from interrupting him. 

‘Best you don’t talk to him right now, 
Winston,’ she said. ‘You wouldn't know 
anything about a bucket of iced water 
wired to fall out of the fridge when the 
door opened, would you?’ 

‘Not me. I’m still nursing bruises of my 
own,’ | replied. 

‘Nice slippers,’ she remarked and walked 
away to reception. 

‘Janine,’ | called after her, ‘I think you'd 
better check your chair for paint.’ 

She stopped and looked over her 
shouder at the big splash of orange paint 
on her skirt. Sometimes the smouldering 
Melnitz silence is worse than a verbal 
outburst. 

| joined Egon at the breakfast bar. He sat 
there, spoon in hand, looking sadly at the 
drawing pins he had just poured into his 
cereal bowl from the packet of crispy 
cracker-cracker wheat. As | sat down, he 
pointed the spoon at me and said ‘Mind 
the milk’ a little too late to stop me picking 
up the carton, notice the bottom fold open 
and watch a river of milk gush across the 
counter and into my lap. 

Now thoroughly coated in dental and 
dairy products, | began to lose my temper. 

‘Don’t you know it’s rude to point with a 
spoon or fork?’ | asked Egon crossly. 

He shrugged, waved the spoon at me 
again and stood up. ‘I do indeed. If you 
need me, I'll be in the lab trying to find a 
solvent for superglue.’ He shuffled off up 
stairs, and the spoon went with him. 

There were acouple of crashes and bangs 
from upstairs, and shortly afterwards Ray 
came down. Like Peter, he was dressed only 
in his underwear and he was carrying his 
uniform. | looked at him questioningly. 
‘Someone has sewn up the leg holes of my 
overalls.’ He reported and sat on the stool 
next to me with a sigh that was followed by 
a ping. 

The ping wasn’t him. It was the sound of 
the stool frame collapsing under the 
weight, something it could do easily with 


all the screws taken out. 

‘Thanks’ he said, as | helped him up. 

So there we were — two men in their 
underwear, one man in a soggy dressing 
gown and snow-capped slippers, and one 
woman in a freshly painted skirt. And one 


other man upstairs fused in perfect 
harmony with a spoon. Fury is not a big or 
spiky enough word to convey what we 
were feeling. 

About then, Egon, the man-spoon, came 
back downstairs and showed us the PKE 
Meter from the lab. 

‘| think | might have located our 
prankster culprit,’ he said. ‘I've got a 
nineteen cycle reading.’ 

‘Let me see,’ said Ray, taking the Meter 
from him. ‘Hmmm... eight revolutions a 
second and spectrography is pushing the 
high sixties. Macro-gremlin, do you think?’ 

‘Or a Nano-demonic, but with cyclics like 
that, | ‘d put money on your suggestion,’ 
Egon answered. 

Peter already had his Proton Gun ready. 
‘Let’s smoke it out,’ he growled, damply. 

We searched the building. Oh what fun 
we had... the tub of ectoplasm rigged over 
the lounge door, the fire extinguisher that 
went off all by itself, the seaweed in the 
airing cupboard, the cottage cheese in the 
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video, the eight pound turbot in the 
washing machine. 

We found the macro-gremlin, a short, 
grey, giggling thing, in the toilet as it was 
lighting the end of the loo roll. 

‘Er... Happy Tobin’s Day?’ it rasped 
hopefully, the matches held in his paw. 

‘Is it ever,’ said Peter and pointed to the 
Trap at his feet. The gremlin looked at us 
for a moment, shrugged and walked into 
the Trap. | admire|ajguy, however greyiand 
smelly, that can accept defeat gracefully. 

We'd just got back downstairs when the 
apparition drifted into reception, a 
hovering white shape with staring eyes. It 
howled and shivered and gurgled. 

Four Proton Guns clicked out, whined as 
the charge grew and prepared to fire. 

The apparition paused mid-shiver and 
coughed nervously. Then, a green hand 
reached out from under the sheet and 
pulled up the edge. Slimer looked at us, 
wide-eyed and rather taken aback. 

‘Hello buddy buddy buddies...’ he began. 

Peter did quite a lot of damage to the 
reception area with wiid blasts from his 
Proton Gun before we calmed him down. 
By then, he had Slimer trapped between 
the breakfast bar and the fridge and was 
looking down the sights of his gun at the 
poor little spud. 

‘Busting time!’ Peter snarled. 

‘Ulp!’ said Slimer. 

Peter raised the Gun, a smile of triumph, 
long-time coming, crossing his face. ‘April 
Fool’ he said. 


it was one of Peter’s rare 
days off when he noticed the 
strange new game at the 
local arcade. The golden 
pinball machine was 
particularly enticing to Dr 
Venkman as it featured The 
Real Ghostbusters. This was 
too good to be true for the 
man with the world’s 
biggest ego, and sure 
enough it wasn’t long before 
he found out that it was alla 
terrible trap and he was soon 
playing for his life as he got 
sucked into the bagatelle 
beastie. He had entered the 


GHOSTBUSTERS 


soul stealer bonus game, and 
as the possessed pinball 
wizard took control of the 
game, Peter discovered that 
he had to dodge the sinister 
silver balls and the terminal 
tilt. His only means of escape 
was to duck down behind the 
flippers and the bumpers. 
The demon was so angry that 
he banged his phantasmal 
fist down and up came the 
tilt -— Game Over! Peter 
reappeared outside the 
machine, vowing never to 
touch a bottle of the fizzy 
stuff again! 


Part Two: As The Real 
Ghostbusters are return- 
ing from a working holi- 
day at the Earth's core, all 
_hell breaks loose. . . 


<*HE FLOODUGHTS/ 


IL BELIEVE THOSE GOBLINS AND IF You 


WERE TRYING TO STOP US / RECALL,HE was ¥ 
FROM ARRIVING IN NEW FREED THE LAST 


TIME BY... 


YoRK. DO YOU REALIZE 
WHAT NEXT TUESDAY IS? 


WHILE EGON ATTEMPTS TO 
CONTACT JANINE , THE ZEP- 
PELIN CONTINUES ON TO 
NEW YORK. 


IT TOOK A LOT OF LUCK 


MP TO CRASH HIS PLANS THE. 
ee = LAST TIME ‘OL PUMPKIN- 


HEAD GOT OUT! 


DO YoU HEAR 
SOMETHING, 
VIS 2 


IT'S COMING 
FROM INSIDE 
THAT WALL. 


{DOES IT TALK |)? 
VERY OFTENZ / 


THE PHONE AGAIN / 
‘LL GET RID OF THAT 


\T SOUNDS 
LIKE SOMEONE 


THAT'S TH | 
CONTA\NMENT 


i 


SuPposeo TO 
MAKE ANY ! 
NOISE AT ALL! 


THE PRISON WHERE 


THEY KEEP GHOSTS 


AND GOBLINS AND 
SPOOCKS AND SPIRITS 
AND WRAITHS AND 
PHANTASMS AND 

MONSTERS ANG 
AND, AND... 
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IN PATIENCE THERE /S ; 
POWER, AND WITH FREEDOM, 2 
THERE WiLL NOW COME A , 

7 FEARSOME RECKONING. ¢ 


LOOK, | CAN'T HELP you! 
(VE GOT MY OWN EMER- 
GENCY HERE SO GET 

OFF THE LINE AND... 


CONTAINMENT UNIT! 
THEY KEEP SAVING 
EVENING AND.. 


SHE SCREAMED 

AND THEN THE 

TRANSMISSION 
DIEP. 


P AW;MAN/ We're 
NOT JUST LATE, WE/RE 
WAY PAST PVE, AND THE 
PENALTIES ARE PILING UP! 


WE’LL HEAD FoR 
WY THE LANDING FIELD 
IN LAKEHURST, NEW, 


SS 


Y, 


NK 


~— 


YEAH, AND THE 
TRUSTY ECTO-1 / 


a My THE WHAT ? 


P WE'RE UNDER 
PR ATTACK AGAIN / 


DISENGAGE THE 
CAMOUFLAGE / 


{ WHY IS IT 
SO DARK 2. 


NEW YORK IS 
GONE, AND 
SOMETHING 
ELSE |S IN 


Ae WORE 
| Come “To Me 
ON THIS NIGHT 
OF ANCIEN 
EVENINGS ! 


"THERE'S DEFINITELY 
SOMETHING ROTTEN 
IN THE BIG APPLE 
TONIGHT!” PETER OBSERVES 


iy 
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WONDERWORLD 2 


SOUTHAMPTON 


That's right! At last there is a SERIOUS comic shop in 
SOUTHAMPTON! Packed with new imports, rare back 
issues, T-Shirts, games, artbooks, merchandise and 
everything you'd expect from WONDERWORLD - the 
COMPLETE comic shop! Open nowat... 


JONAS NICHOLL SQUARE 
Off ST. MARY’S STREET 
SOUTHAMPTON 
0703-234815 


ODYSSEY 7. 


aa Teak 5) 


AMERICAN COMICS 

SCIENCE FICTION 

JFANTASY FILM 
& HORROR 


OPEN MON - SAT 9.30AM - 5.30PM. 
] PRECINCT CENTRE, OXFORD ROAD, 
MANCHESTER M13 9RN, TEL: 061-273 6666 


21 HANGING DITCH, CORN EXCHANGE 
BUILDINGS, MANCHESTER M4 3ES. 
TEL: 061-832 7044 


6 HARRISON STREET, OFF VICAR LANE, 
LEEDS LS] 6PA. TEL: 0532 426325 


Sheffield Space Centre 
33, The Wicker, 
Sheffield S3 8HS 
Telephone: Sheffield 758905 


We stock a large selection of S/F 
Fantasy paperbacks, American 
comics, Portfolios, Magazines etc 


Open— Monday, Tuesday, Thursday, 
Friday 10am—5pm. Saturday 9am 
Closed Wednesday. SAE for list. 


These advertisements 
appear in five of Marvel's 
Top Selling comics. 
Guaranteed circulation 
is approx. 250,000. 


For further details 
please call Jane Smale on:- 


071-497 2121 


NOSTALGIA 
& COMICS 


14-16 SMALLBROOK QUEENSWAY, 
BIRMINGHAM B5 4EN, 
ENGLAND 
(021) 643 0143 
12 MATILDA STREET 
(OFF THE MOOR) 
SHEFFIELD 
(0742) 769475 
42 HILL STREET, COVENTRY 


Now at three locations we are still 
supplying the widest possible range 

of American & British merchandise. 
Always quantities of back issue, 
current and import comics available. 
SF/Horror plus general film magazines 
and books kept in stock. All shops open 
six days a week. Lists of wants with 
S.A.E. or telephone enquiries about 
goods on mail order always welcome. 


MEGA-CITY 


18 INVERNESS ST. 
CAMDEN TOWN, LONDON NW1 
(Turn right out of Camden Town 
Station), Inverness is first on left, 
off High St) 

071-485 9320 


Open 7 days a week 10am-6pm 


Over 900 sq.ft. of comics, 
science-fiction horror and film & tv. 
‘Londons best back-issue selection’ 

London Evening Standard 
FOR MAIL ORDER CATALOGUE 
Send Two 2nd Class Stamps 


SHEFFIELD COMIC MART 


Saturday, 13th April 
Polytechnic Main Hall, Howard St, Sheffield 


LEEDS COMIC MART 
Saturday, 27th April 
Griffin Hotel, Boar Lane, Leeds 


Top dealers from across the country will be selling 
thousands of comics — back issues, new imporfs (Marvel, 


} DCetc), TV/film magazines, books, videos, posters, models 


& all kinds of science fiction/fantasy material! 
Opens: Midday. Full details (sae): 


Golden Orbit (mc), 
18 Nelson Street, York YO3 7NJ 


MAIL 
*ORDER® 


DOCTOR WHO 


LATEST BARGAINS 
‘Special Effects’ H/B £2.50 
‘Timeview’ H/B £1.99 
‘Encyclopaedia of the World A-D’ H/B £1.99 
‘Tardis Inside Out’ P/B 75p 
‘It's Bigger on the Inside’ P/B 99p 
+ postage 
Also loads of paperback novels at 60p each. 
Send 50p for list to: f 
Burton Books, 20 Marine Court, Marina 
St Leonards-on-Sea, East Sussex TN38 ODX 


American Comics 
and Independents 


SAE (27p Stamp) for 42 page 


catalogue of 100,000 Comic-Books 


Marvel, D.C., 2000AD. Also sold, 
plastic bags and other comic 
peripherals. 

The Comics 
Mail Order Specialist 
GUSTIN EBBS) JUST COMICS 
2 Crossmead Avenue, 
Greenford, Middlesex 
UB6 9TY 


SENSIBLY PRICED COMICS! | 


From DAVID JOHNSON 
THE MAIL ORDER SPECIALIST 


Thousands of new and back issue Marvel, 
DC and Independents. Also 2000 ADs. 
High Grade, in depth stock at down to 
earth prices. Send SAE for latest list to: 


DAVID JOHNSON 
45 Broadmead, Corsham, 
Wiltshire SN13 9AW 


We will send you our 
very latest Joke & Tricks 


| catalogue absolutely FREE, 


$0 you can play some wicked pranks on 
your friends & enemies ! 

Squirt Toilet Seat, Hand Buzzers, Soap 
Sweets, Mucky Pup, Volcanic Sugar, Laughing 
Bags, Boils, Sick, Bang Jokes, X-Ray Specs, 
Slime, Magic Tricks, Make-Up, Fancy Dress, 
Pop & Football Novelties. 800 crazy things to 
choose from, many under 20p 

Send 2nd class stamp with your name & 
address for bumper catalogue and FREE gift 
10- 


JOKE SHOP BY POST (Dept YK) 
167 Winchester Road, Bristol BS4 3NJ 


WONDERWORLD 


803 Christchurch Road, 
Boscombe, Bournemouth, 
. Dorset 
Phone: 0202 422964 


4 THIS SHOP IS A COMPLETE FANTASY! Not only 


do we stock the entire range of Marvel. DC. Epic, 
First. Eclipse and so on but we have THOU- 
SANDS of back-issues plus Portfolios. Artwork, 
T-shirts. badges. Doctor Who gear. Dungeons and 
Dragons. Books. accessories. So why not visit us or 
send us your SASE? What's to lose? 

“NO SAE = NO REPLY" 


DR WHO FANS 
Send a First Class Stamp for my 
latest list of Dr Who: Books, Annuals, 
Comics and Merchandise. Also 
subscription available for latest 
Paperbacks and Hardbacks. (I will 
buy Dr Who items as well) Blakes 7 
and Avengers list also available. 
JOHN FITTON, 1, Orchard Way, 
Hensall, Nr. Goole, 

North Humberside, DN14 ORT. 


[Nas COMICS 


| Every correct entrant in our weekly 

| changing competition chooses a 

| FREE COMIC. No catch, just answer 

| 5comic-related questions and that 
| comic is yours to claim! 


|0898'777627 
CHEAP MAIL ORDER! 


All the hottest Air-Freight comics at the 
lowest prices imaginable. Postage 
charged at a flat rate of 15p per item. 
No minimum orders! Just send name & 
address to: 

Planet X, 5 London Rd., Worcester, 

- WR5 2DJ.. 


| | Calls charged at 3ap feet minute cheap rate; 44p at all other times. 
Keen! INT ALA 


Im pic, Box 256, NN1 4! 


Slimer wants your 
jokes! Send’em 
to: SLIME TIME 

Marvel Comics Ltd 

13/15 Arundel Street 

London 
WC2 


Where do ghosts go What's black, white and red? 
swimming? An embarrassed penguin! 


The Dead Sea! 

— Simon Housely, Leicester. What's a mouse’s favourite 
game? 

What are bats very good at in Hide and Squeak! 

the water? 

The Bat Stroke! What's a frog’s favourite drink? 

— Robert Bishop, Warrington. Croak-a-cola! 


Knock Knock Mum: Lucy, go and play 

Who's there? outside. Your father can’t read 
You the paper! 

You who? Lucy: Cor, | can and I'm only 
Did you call me. eight years old! 


— William Sandy, Stafford. — Anon 


ake sure that you get your 


- Messy of THE REAL GHOST- 
GHOSTBUSTERS AGAIN! Som BUSTERS every week! With your 


FROM NOW ON I'LL BE parents permission, fill in the order 
ORDERING MINE! _ ~~ coupany wee your name and 
| LL address and hand it to your 
newsagent, telling him whether 
you want your copy reserved for 
collection or delivered to your 
door. 


| 
To my newsagent: 
Please reserve me a copy of 
Marvel's THE REAL GHOST- 1 
BUSTERS comic every week. i 
Reserve it for collection*/ ! 
Deliver it with our regular 
paper order* ' 
*Delete as applicable. : 
NAMES si het ihe aortas 1 
Pak feSss Dessariconavasttaedestovess ! 
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SIGNATURE OF PARENT OR 
GUARDIAN 
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COLOURING—IN 
VPAGEY— WAGEY! 
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Sa Darr tetee 


foday, Lon- 

don’s Berkeley 

Square is a 

peaceful place 

vy but in the late 

1800's it was the most 

feared place in Britain. 

Victorian England were 

horrified by the tales of 

the house at No 50, the 

spectral killer, and the 

survivors of the house who 

were too incoherent with 
sheer terror. 

Handsome adventurer, 


Sir Robert Warboys, 


accepted a foolish chal- 


jenge to spend a night 


there to disprove the stor- 
ies. The owner was reluc- 
tant to allow it, but armed 


with a gun and with 


Warboys’ friends waiting 


in the bedroom directly 


below, Sir Robert retired 
to bed at 11.15pm. 

The young aristocrat 
was to pull a bell-cord if 


-anything strange occur- 


red, and at exactly 12 
o'clock, it frantically rang. 


A shot was heard and the 


friends ran upstairs only to 


find Warboys slumped 
over the bed. There was 
terror in his bulging eyes 
and the lips were curled 
hideously over clenched 
teeth. 

Intrigued by this and 
other stories, Lord Lyttle- 
ton decided to spend a 


night in the same room © 


where Sir Robert had died 
of fright. He carried two 
guns — one full of shot, the 
other full of silver six- 
pennies to ward off evil 
spirits. During the night 
the coins were fired at a 
shape that leapt at him. 
His later researches proved 
that a female guest who 
had stayed there had been 
driven mad by terror. A 
man who spent one night 
in the room was found 
dead the next morning 
and the maid of a family 
renting the place died in 
hospital after being found 
crumpled on the _ floor 
whimpering “Don't let it 
touch me!” 

The building stood 
empty for years until 
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Christmas Eve, 1887, when 
two sailors, Edward Blun- 
den and Robert Martin, 
arrived in London on leave 
from their frigate Pene- 


lope. They had no money | 


and no lodgings, so they 
spent the night at the 
empty house. 

They used the bedroom 
on the second floor as it 
was in a better state than 
the others. Martin was 
soon asleep, but Blunden 
was nervous. He heard 
strange scratching noises 
in the corridor, and he 
woke Martin as the door 
slowly opened and some- 
thing large, dark and sha- 
peless entered the room. 
As Blunden tried to find a 
weapon and the intruder 
went for him, Martin esca- 


ped and ran into the street _ 


for help. He found a 
policeman and returned 
to find Blunden’s shat- 
tered body on the base- 
ment steps, a grimace of 
unimaginable terror on his 
face. 
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WHY SLIMER ! WHAT ARE you 
DOING WEARING HORNS, WING. 
AND A TWENTY y 7 
FOOT TAIL > 


YOU NOT 
_ J FOOL ME, wiz!) | 
( SLIMER KNOWS 
ITTY APRIL 


SLIMER SS 
NOT AS PHMBO ) S&S 
AS SOME FOLK 

THINK. 


